Dear Harold, 


Jan. 16, 1967 


I f ll be as informal as you are. I was in telephone conver- 
sation with Abe Bolden up to the time of his arrest in the night of Tues., 
June 28, 1966. I happened to call his house June 29, am. His wife answered 
heartbroken, ’He was picked up by the police last night.' He had been 
working nights and was anticipating acquittal by the Supreme Court because 
he told me there was no other possible alternative unless the Secret 
Service were behind the whole thing. I don't call his wife any more as 
I can't comfort her, although she told me she hadn't asked aid from the 
city welfare to support herself and the children as she was working 
herself. I had to fix my y key which had worked loose on this typewriter 
as you may see on the initial draft of an Oct. letter to Mr. Novak and 
Mr. Evans which they replied by passing the 'buck' back to me suggesting 
I try writing to Mark Lane. I bought a copy of his book which I gave 
outright to the boys at the police station here in Turners Falls. You 
will have to do in place of Mr. Lane since I was able to contact you 
first with the help of Dean HaroldiWeisberg at Brandeis Graduate School 
and Who's Who in America. Mr. Bolden's telephone is (312) 488-4822, 
unlisted, and the zip at 7632 South Sangamon St., Chicago is 60620. 

I can't help you much on your radio problems because I 'don't 
know anything about transistor radios, or solid state physics. .1 knew 
enough to achieve my FCC commercial license 1st. class, some thirty 
years ago, and had to give up my job at...WHAI amfm in Greenfield, Mass, 
nine years ago. My health broke down from having too many irons in the 
fire, and I arntno -longer available for broadcast work. Perhaps the 
engineers who handle your broadcasts by phone could tell you how to 
get better quality as they are responsible if anything goes awry, 
outside of fluffs by talent. 

I'm trying to avoid arrest at home by the FBI or the 
Secret Service like they did to me in Washington. I have the proof 
.of my arrest at the White House by Fred Douglas who sent me as being. a 
^mentally ill person to St^ Elizabeths Hospital. My wife dropped every- 
thing here at home to come to get me at that hospital after I had been 
there li days. I gave the Secret Service the slip that time but only 
because of my wife’s intervention. She said she would never be able to 
r do it again. 



